
the Tragedie of Hamlet 

tMar. How ift roy noble Lord ? 

Bara. Owonderfull! 

Hor. Good my Lord tell it. 

Ham. No, you willreucale it. 

Hora. Not 1 my Lord by Heauen. 

Mar. Nor I my Lord. 

Ham. How fay you then, would heart ot man once thinke it, 
But you'le be r * ‘ret. 

Beth. I by h-auen. 

Ham. There’s neuer a villai lie, 

Dwelling in all Denmakf 

But he’s an arrant Knaue, • 

Hora. There needs no Ghoft my Lord, come from the gram 

To tell vs this. ‘ • 

Ham- Why right, you are in the right, 

And lb without morc.citcumh ancc at all, 

I hold it fit that we (hake hands and part, 

You, as your bufineffe aud defire (hall point you, 

For euery man hath bufinefle and defire 
Such as it is, and for my ownc poorc part 

1 ^ Thefe are but wild and whurling words my Lord. 
Hama I am forrie they offend you heartily, 

Yes faith he artily. 

Hora. There’s no offence my Lord* 

Haw. Yes by stint Patrick ^ bu t there is Horatio, 

And much offence to, touching this vifion heere, 

It is an honeft Ghoft, that let me tell yoM> 

For your defire to know what is betweene ys, 

0rc-mafter’t as you may, and now good friends, 

As you are friends, Schollers,and Souldiers, 

Giue me one poorc requeft. 

Hora. What ift my Lord, we will. 

Haw. Neuer make kno wne what you haue lccnc tomgnfc 
Both. My Lord we will not. 

Haw. Nay but fwearc’t. 

Hora. In faith my Lord not I* 
tMar 0 Nor I my Lord in faith* 

Ham . Vponmy Sviord«~ 


Prince of Denmarke." 

Mar, Wehauefwornemy Lordalrcadie* 

Ham. Indeed vpon my Sword, indeed. 

Ghoft cries vndcr the Stage. 

Ghoft. Sweare. 

Haw. Ha, ha, boy, fay’ft thou fo, art thou there trUe penny ? 
Come on, you heare this fellow in the Sellerige, 

Confent to fweare. 

Hora. Propofe the oath my Lord . 

Ham. Neuer to fpeake of this thatyouhaucfccne, 

S weare by my Sword* 

Ghoft . Sweare. 

Ham. Hie , & vbtfy then weelc fliift our ground i 
Come hether Gentlemen, 

And lay your hands againe vpon my Sword, 

Sweare by my Sword 

Neuer to fpeake of this that you haue heard, 

(jhoft. Sweare by his Sword. 

Haw. Well faid old Mole, canft worke it’h earth fo fall, 

A worthy Pioncr once moreremooue good friends. 

Hora . O day and night, but this is wondrous ftrange* 

Ham. And therefore as a ftranger giue it welcome. 

There arc more things in heauen and earth Horatio , 

Then are dream* t of in your Philofophy *but come 
Heere as before, neuer fo helpe you mercy, 

(Howftrange oroddefo mere I bearemy felfe, , 

As I perchance hereafter fhall thinke meet. 

To put an Antike difpofition on 

That you at fuch times feeing me, neuer fhall 

With armes incombred thus, or this head (hake. 

Or by pronouncing of fomedoubtfull phrafe, 

As,wel,wcll we know, or we could and if we would, 

Or if we lift to fpeake, or there be and if they might. 

Or fuc}i ambiguous giuing out, to note) 

That you know ought of me, this do fweare, 

So grace and mercy at your moft.need helpe you. 

Ghoft , Sweare. 

Ham, Reft, reft perturbed fpirit : fo Gentlemen, 

With all my loue I doc commend me to you, 
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